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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

Hey guys, I'm back! So | know | have a shit ton of prompts and ideas to complete, as well as some requests and 
stuff like that, but | had to start this before | spontaneously combusted. | know you guys like the multi- 
chaptered stories of mine, so | really hope you enjoy this and the emotional rollercoaster it will likely send you 


on. 


| actually wrote this a couple weeks ago, but now that it's all proofread and edited, | think it's good enough to 
set things up. As always, | don't own any of the people/music/bands mentioned, only the plot/story. Also, as 
always, thank you for the reads and reviews on all my other stories, and | really hope you guys like this new 


journey as much as the previous ones. :) 
Hope you enjoy :) 
A large black van, with the windows tinted so dark that no one could peer in unless they got right against one 


of them, was sitting in the parking lot of a concert venue. To the average person, this may look suspicious, but 


it wasn't as though anyone was going to do anything about it. What, would someone try to report a “creepy 


looking vehicle in the parking lot" to the security here or something? What a joke. 


The only window of the van not tinted so dark was the windshield, for obvious reasons. If one peered into the 
vehicle by using said windshield, the contents of the van would be known to that person that decided to snoop 
where they didn't belong. 


Inside, a man sat in the driver's seat, a clear view of the stage from his outpost. He scowled to himself as the 
band performing begins a new song. He's not here for the music, otherwise, he would be inside, among the 

masses of desperate, barely-clothed women hoping that one of the band members would look in their direction 
for more than a second. No, he was here for the people in the band, the very same people who had consumed 


his life. 


The people he'd come to know over the past few months. He watched the stage from afar, not interested in 
the music as much as the band members. Motley Crue is what this group was called, he knows that much. 
Some generic hair band that sounds like everyone else nowadays. Though he couldn't be bothered to learn 
anything about their disgusting "music", mainly about whatever slut the singer banged in a gas station 
bathroom or whatever trashy subject they touched on, he had come to know the band members quite well. 


The bass player - some insane junkie who wore way too much hairspray and called himself Nikki Sixx. Always 
jumping around the stage and rolling around like an escaped mental patient - quite uncharacteristic for a 
bassist, the stalker had observed. Usually, the stereotype about bass players is that they didn't do anything 
on stage, simply stand there or walk around with their overly long fretboard. Not Nikki, however; he danced 


around the stage with reckless abandon. 


The guitar player - a quiet man in black they called Mick Mars. One thing the man had come to find out was 
that Mick seemed like the most serious. Its as though he had taken the bass player stereotype for himself, as 
he would be the one to stand still during the shows. Sure, he would do a bit more than just that, but he was 
no Nikki, who was still rolling all over the stage floor and letting himself be groped by the desperate, horny 
chicks in the front row. What a class act. 


The drummer - truly the wild man of the group, the one named Tommy Lee. He was just like Nikki, basically in 
every single way, the stalker had realized early on. Just as much of an alcoholic/drug addict, just as insane as 


Nikki was on stage. That's probably how they got their nickname: The Terror Twins. How appropriate. 


But the stalker couldn't care less about these three - he was far more interested in the centerpiece of the 
group, the man who led this band of animals every night. No, Motley Crue weren't animals - they were worse 
than animals. To the man, they were the most disgusting band on the planet, and that said a lot. Competing 
with all the other generic hair bands that looked the same and sounded the same and sung about the same 
thing, that was quite the achievement. He wasn't interested in that, however. 


He was interested in the singer - Vince Neil. 


There was nothing to be said for the blond singer. Just the mere thought of his name was enough to ignite a 


boiling pit of rage in the man's stomach. His gloved hands gripped the steering wheel tighter, and he gritted his 
teeth as he glared daggers at the scantily-clad vocalist wearing three pounds of makeup on his face. 


Taking a deep breath, the stalker remembered his task, refusing to allow himself to be consumed by rage 
again. That was for another time. Right now, he had a job to do. 


Grabbing a notepad from the dash, the man narrowed his eyes at the names scribbled there. All the names of 
the idiots prancing around the stage tonight had been scrawled there, in huge letters, right in the center of 
the page. Pushing back his anger, he held back a maniacal laugh as he grabbed a red marker from the 
glovebox. With one last glance at the band on stage, he uncapped the pen and crossed out the name at the top 
of the list - Nikki Sixx. 


Once the line is drawn through the bass player's name, the stalker smirked to himself and set the notepad on 
the passenger seat, leaning back in his seat and going back to watching the band onstage. Whilst watching them 
for too long would normally make his blood boil, he only smiled to himself now, as he knew that the first 
stages of his plan will begin tonight. Starting with the bass player he had crossed out moments prior. He 
continued to watch them, focusing more on Nikki this time. The raven-haired bassist had no idea of the 


whirlwind the whole band was about to be thrown into. 
A smirk played at his lips. 


And now, he waits. 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Alright, and we begin! I'd just like to thank everyone that read/recommended/favorited/reviewed the prologue, 


it really means a lot. :) Like always, here's where the drama begins, as with all my stories haha. 
| really hope you guys like this so far, as l'm pretty proud of myself with this one. ) 
As usual, | don't own any of the people/music/bands mentioned, only the plot/story. :3 


Hope you enjoy :) 


"Thank you, Seattle!" | screamed, eliciting mass cheer from the stadium of people. "We'll see you fuckers later!" 


At that, | jumped down from the stage riser and made my way off stage, grinning as the crowd continued to 
scream and cheer. The rest of the guys followed me, all wearing similar expressions as we quickly got to our 
backstage area. Despite the proud faces of everyone else around us, | didn't miss the glare directed to me by 


none other than Tommy. 
"You fucked up that last song." he muttered, and | rolled my eyes. 


"Fucking hell, can we just not do this tonight?!" | snapped, storming off to my dressing room. | swear, ever 
since this tour started, things have just been terrible between all of us. It was a common thing over tours; 


since we have to be together basically 24/1, the stress and tension would get to us after about a week on 


the road. Still.. 

| sighed, making my way over to the mirror on the right side of the room and staring into the eyes of my 
reflection as | fixed my hair. Fuck, only a month and a half in and | already look so tired of everything. And we 
still have the after-party in an hour.. 

To be honest, it was probably something we all needed. 

| was snapped from my thoughts by the sound of the door opening, and turned to the intruder, expecting 
Tommy to be there again to rant about something | did wrong. Instead, it was Nikki, who sent me a quick smirk, 


which | returned. 


"Mick and Tommy are out there fighting again" he grumbled, moving to stand beside me and stare into the 


same mirror. "| swear, those two are the worst this tour." 


"You're tellin’ me, man" | commented, grabbing a cloth and beginning to remove my smudged eye-makeup. "l 


mean, | know that we're no exception to the fights, but sometimes those two just go out of hand. And don't 


even get me started on the crew.." 


"You know, another one ran off again, just last night." Nikki told me, and | rolled my eyes, shaking my head. 
Lately, several crew members have been ditching us, leaving behind rude notes that basically said how sick of 
our shit they were and that we could manage our own equipment or something like that. Since Nikki just named 
another one, that would be four now that have just up and deserted us. It was getting so infuriating, mainly 
because they wouldn't even tell us what we did wrong, just everything wrong with us and our lifestyle. Fuck 


them; this was rock n roll. If they didn't like it, why did they even join in the first place? 


He just shrugged, taking a long drink out of the bottle he was holding and then grimacing. "This water is really 
shitty." he complained. | rolled my eyes. 


"So get another." | put in. 


"| can't. We're running out of crew members." he muttered bitterly, taking another long drink and giving that 
same disgusted sneer. "Anyway, after-party?" 


"Definitely." | remarked, grabbing some dark green eyeshadow and smearing the color all over my eyelids. Once 
that was done, | picked up a small jar of glitter of the same color and sprinkled it around my new eye makeup. 
| noticed Nikki fixing his hair as | applied a bit of pink blush before some bright pink lip gloss. Grinning at my 
reflection, | made several faces and poses, satisfied with how | looked. 


Without even turning around, | made my way out of there as quickly as | could, avoiding Tommy and Mick, who 
were still fighting about the former's drum solo being too long or something. | rolled my eyes, not wanting to 
get involved as | entered the secret backstage area, smirking to myself as | noticed the myriad of women in 
their undergarments. Two brunettes wearing only pink lacy bras and matching underwear sashayed over to me, 


and | grinned as they began to lead me further into the room. Oh yeah, this is definitely what we all needed. 

| hadn't noticed until it was too late that Nikki had never left my dressing room. 

LATER 

You know that feeling you get when you feel like you should be feeling a certain way but end up feeling an 
entirely different way? Like when you feel like you should be enjoying yourself and having fun, but feel the 
complete opposite? 

There was something on my mind - something heavy that wouldn't let up and allow me to enjoy this party. 

For one, even though | had already had a few drinks, | wasn't drunk enough for this. Sure, | was a bit tipsy, but 


| wasn't completely wasted or anything. Unlike me, Tommy and Mick had both become completely plastered, but 
instead of fighting with each other, this time, they kept picking fights with random guys that had been invited. 


For some reason, | kept feeling like someone was watching me, which was odd, because | knew people were. 
Everywhere | looked, every way | turned, some girl was giving me a flirty wave or the bedroom eyes. Still, | 


knew that it wasn't any of the women here that were making me feel this way.. 


"Heyyy, d'ya..didja ssseee..y'know.." Tommy slurred, grinning like an idiot as he stumbled towards me. | rolled my 


eyes, taking a long drink from the bottle | held. | wasn't drunk enough for this shit, that was it. 


"See what?" | said, setting the bottle down and running my fingers through my mess of blond hair. Tommy 


looked about the room, giggling when his eyes landed on a group of scantily clad blonde women, 
"You, uhh..y'sssseen Nikki anywhere?" he asked, and | shrugged. 


"He's somewhere around here." | explained, wanting to get rid of this drunken idiot as fast as possible and get 
myself just as wasted so | didn't have to deal with any of his stupid comments or antics. "Probably just as 
fucked up as you." 


"He wassss..messssed, up, mannnn.." he mumbled, swaying a bit and catching himself on the wall. Fuck, how did 
he get so drunk in such a short amount of time? And how? | needed in on this. "Like..| ssssaw him in the h- 
hall..looked like he wassss on aaaall kindsss'a ssstufff.he'sss got the good stuff." 


At that, Tommy fell to the floor, laughing like the drunken idiot he was as he went down. | groaned, kneeling 
beside him as he continued to roll around and run his hands through his thick mess of dark hair, all the while 
chanting about how it was "sssooo sofHt..”. 


Everything suddenly clicked into place, and my eyes widened as | slowly stood up. Despite barely being able to 
make out Tommy's rambling, | had heard enough to know the gist of the situation. Apparently, he had seen 
Nikki messed up in the hallway, and the latter hadn't been seen at this party. That was enough for me to put 
the pieces together and figure out just where the bassist could be. 


It could only mean one thing. 


As quickly as | could and not caring about the strange looks | received from several of the girls, | bolted from 
the room, my platform shoes clicking against the floor as | dashed through the hallways. | didn't even know 
where | was going, didn't even know what | could do, | just had to find Nikki, had to get to him--- 


"Shit" | panted, skidding to a halt as | rounded a corner. | could see my dressing room at the end of the hall, 
but that wasn't what made me stop dead in my tracks. It was what was lying not far from the door of my 
room that made my eyes widen and my body use what little energy it had left to run as fast as | could to 


the motionless raven-haired bass played on the floor. 


"Sixx!" | shouted, kneeling beside the unconscious form of Nikki. He was face-down on the floor, and | rolled him 
onto his side, lying my head on his chest and attempting to hear if he was breathing. It was there, but it was 
faint. | grabbed his shoulder and shook him, desperately trying to wake him. What the hell could have happened 


to cause this in such a short amount of time? "Sixx" 


Green eyes slowly fluttered open, and he groaned, rolling onto his back. | grabbed his shoulders and gently 
tapped his face, attempting to rouse him further. 


"Nikki?" | asked, and he groaned again, squeezing his eyes shut and bringing a hand up to brush the sweaty hair 
from his eyes. He looked up at me, and for the first time, | noticed how his pupils seemed to swallow any color 
in his irises, they were so dilated. This had to be the result of drugs, it just had to be. "Nikki, come on, man, 
you gotta get up." 


"Ugh..." he muttered. "Wh..where..2" 


"In the hallway of the venue we played earlier." | explained. He made a sort of acknowledging grunt before 
letting his head fall back against the floor, and | gently shook him again. "Listen, you need to tell me what it 
was you took tonight. Did you mix up a bunch of the good shit or somethin, ‘cuz that would be the only thing 
to get you into this state." 


"You're..not g-gonna believe me..at all." he began with a deep sigh. "But. d-didn't---" 


"Don't fuckin’ lie to me, Sixx." | warned. "Look at you. You're a mess. The only explanation is drugs, and you know 


it." 


"| didn't.ta-take anythin’..yet." he told me, and | gave him a confused look. "A-after you left, to go t-to..th-the 
after-party.| just felt really.like | took s-somethin’ | shouldn't have. The th-thing..thing is, | hadn't taken 
anything yet, | was..ya know, savin' it f-for the party..." 


"So you're saying that you didn't take any drugs before the party, but somehow ended up in this state?" | 
questioned. Nothing was adding up, and the fact that Nikki was visibly becoming weaker and stumbling over his 
words wasn't helping matters. He nodded. 


'It.it had t-to be.th-that shitty water bottle." he mumbled. "member | said it di-didn't taste right..?" 


"You think it may have been drugged?" | asked, my eyes widening. If his story about not taking anything before 
the party was true, that would be the only other explanation for this. 


But who could have drugged him? No one is allowed backstage in the dressing room areas except us and the 


crew. Surely one of our own couldn't have done something like this..2 
"H-had to be." he stated, and sighed as his head rolled back again. | put my hands on his shoulders. 
"Come on, we gotta get back to the bus." | urged, watching his face contort to a look of pain as he slowly 


pushed himself into a sitting position | helped him stand, and even as he finally got to his feet, he leaned 
heavily on my shoulder, barely able to hold himself upright. 


It felt like an eternity as we made our way back to the bus, and by the time we had arrived in the parking lot 
outside the venue, | was basically dragging Nikki along as he wavered between consciousness and 


unconsciousness. 


| reached into my pocket to grab the keys, loosening my grip on the raven-haired bass player for just a 


second so | could unlock the bus door. 
Too long. 


The moment | heard the click of the door unlocking, Nikki's arms suddenly disappeared from around my 


shoulders, and | turned to see him lying face down on the ground, shuddering and coughing violently. 


As quickly as | could, | knelt down next to him, rolling him onto his side as he retched and vomited on the 
pavement. | rubbed his shoulder in a comforting way, and | looked up, sighing in frustration as | realized that 
we were completely alone. No one knew we were out here, and | wasn't even sure if the remaining crew 


members were on the bus like | had thought. 


My thoughts were interrupted by the abrupt stop to Nikki's dry heaving, and as | inspected him once more, | 
noticed with horror the trickle of blood dribbling down his face, and | rolled him onto his back. 


"Nikki?! M&kI" | shouted, desperately attempting to wake him. He only convulsed again and coughed up more 


blood, his eyes rolling back in his head as he slipped into unconsciousness. 


| had no idea what to do. There was absolutely no one else around, as they were all still at the after-party. 
Taking a deep breath, | turned to the venue and screamed as loud as | could. 


"SOMEONE HELPI!" 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Damn, things are already picking up, heh. Gettin’ right into the drama with this one! Also, sorry it took so long, 


| had some work to do and procrastinated a little too much, but it's here now! 


As always, thank you for reading/reviewing the last chapter, as it always helps me to stay motivated to put 
these out for you guys. :) Also, like always, | don't own any of the people/bands/music mentioned, only the 
plot/story. 3 


Hope you enjoy :) 


Everything seemed to pass by in a blur. | remember the doors of the venue flying open, and the remaining 
crew members rushing out and kneeling by Nikki's unconscious body. After that, everything just seemed to 
jumble together, and the crew had to help me stand up, as | was in too much shock to even comprehend 


anything the paramedics asked me when they arrived. 


"What the hell is going on?!" | heard someone shout from behind me. Our manager. He pushed his way through 
the crowd, grabbing my shoulders and shaking me a bit, but | still continued to stare off into space with the 


same shocked/horrified look plastered across my face. "Vince, what happened?! Vince!" 


"He didn't..take anything." | mumbled, watching as the paramedics loaded Nikki into the ambulance and drove 
away. My mind was screaming at me to run over there and demand them to let me go with, but the rest of 


my body refused to move. 


"He didn't take anything?" he repeated. He shook me again and | swayed a bit, and the crew members that had 
run out began to surround me, all wearing concerned looks on their faces. "What do you mean? Vince, you 


gotta tell me what happened!" 


| could barely make out what he was saying now, and again swayed dangerously. By now, his lips were moving, 
but | couldn't hear what he was saying. Darkness crept around the edges of my vision, and the last thing | felt 
was the crew members swarming around me before | finally felt my eyes roll back and my footing leave me 
before the world finally swirled into a vortex of black 


THE NEXT MORNING 


There's a certain feeling one has sometimes, when, the instant they awaken, they just feel like something is 
wrong. It's that feeling of fear, anxiety, and panic deep within the pit of their stomach, that hits them full 


force the moment they cross from unconsciousness to the waking world. 


Sometimes, however, they can't quite explain the feeling, as the events prior to them falling asleep have been 


long forgotten 
This was my case, of course. 


My eyes suddenly shot open, and | instantly sat up, only to whack my head against the bunk over me. Ignoring 
the pain for now, | quickly shuffled out of the small bed as | struggled to remember the events of last night. 
What could have happened to cause me to feel this way? This horrible, burning panic in my stomach? 


For the first time, | noticed the slightly damp rag lying across my forehead, and reached up to remove it. As | 


stared at the washcloth in confusion, my eyes widened as the rush of memories finally hit me. 


The after-party. The guys getting wasted. Me not being drunk enough for their antics. Finding Nikki in the 
hallway after he'd supposedly been drugged. Dragging him outside to the tour bus.. 


"Goddammit.." | muttered, quickly making my way to the main area of the tour bus. Tommy was nowhere in 
sight, and Mick was sitting on one of the couches with his knees pulled up to his chest, looking completely lost. 
The moment he saw me, he sighed, seemingly in relief, and quickly stood up and stormed over to me. | shrank 
back, for some reason expecting him to smack me or something, but instead, he grabbed me and hugged me 
tightly. | was confused for a moment as | slowly hugged him back, but after thinking about everything that 
happened last night, it all made sense. With Nikki getting drugged, me passing out from the sheer shock of it 
all, and wherever the fuck Tommy was, he had probably been freaking the fuck out all night. 


"Fuck, Vince." he said. Once he released me, he sighed again, running his hands through his hair and pacing 


around the bus. "What the fuck happened to all of you last night?!" 

"Where's Tommy?!" was all | could say, and Mick rolled his eyes. 

"In the bathroom, hungover as fuck" he explained in an annoyed tone. That was the thing about Mick - he was 
probably the most serious of all four of us, so whenever we got ourselves into trouble like this, he would 
always be the one to yell at us about whatever the fuck we did. Sure, he would come to our parties and get 
just as wasted and high as the rest of us, but if someone had to take charge, he would always be the one to 
step up to the plate. 

So..you know about Nikki?" | asked cautiously, and he groaned. 


"No, | don't, ‘cuz you apparently lost your ability to speak last night!" he snapped. | threw my hands up in 
defense. 


"Well, can you blame me?!" | countered, and he rolled his eyes again 


"Just tell me what happened" he said. "Start to finish." 


"Alright" | began, leading his to the couch, where we both sat down, across from each other. "Well, from the 
beginning, | wasn't really enjoying the party. | just kept thinking about all the shit we've been dealing with lately. 
So, Tommy, drunk as fuck, came over to me and said Nikki was missing. That's when | realized that.see, he was 
in my dressing room earlier, and | never saw him leave. So, | run out into the hall, and see him passed out on 
the floor, all kinds of fucked up. Claimed he hadn't taken anything, since he was saving ‘the good shit for the 
party. | practically had to drag him back to the bus, and..you know the rest." 


"You believed him when he said he didn't take anything?" Mick questioned, giving me a look. "Vince, | don't know 
if you've forgotten, but this is M&ki we're talking about" 


"| don't know when he would have taken anything." | pointed out. "Unless he raided whatever was in my dressing 
room, but still, that wouldn't cause him to end up.like he did. Besides, earlier, he said that the water bottle he 
was drinking tasted shitty.” 


"Who could have done something like this, though?" he muttered, and | shrugged. 


"| guess we just gotta go see him" | heard from behind me, and | turned to see Tommy leaning against the 


doorframe, looking exhausted, yet at the same time determined. 
"Do you believe any of this?" Mick asked, and Tommy shrugged. 


"| don't think Vince's story is completely impossible." he put in. "Still, this is Nikki we're talking about. He could 
have easily made up this story to save himself, though | don't know why he would. We all know about his drug 
habit - | don't see why he'd need an excuse." 


"| guess we will have to go see him, then" | stated, standing up. 


"What are we gonna do about the tour?" Mick asked as we made our way off the bus. None of the crew was 
anywhere in sight - the were probably either with Nikki or somewhere else, trying to figure out the answer 
to Mick's question as well. | sighed, shrugging as | shook my head. 


"Well, obviously, we'll have to postpone the shows til! he comes back around." | explained as we loaded ourselves 
into one of the guitar tech's cars. Tommy climbed into the driver's seat, Mick took the front, and | sat in the 
back. | knew that none of us probably should have been driving, but at this point, | really didn't care. | just 
needed to see Nikki - if he was okay, first of all, and if he had woken up yet. 


It seemed like we had to do everything for ourselves now, as what remaining crew members that worked for 
us were nowhere to be found most of the time. | just wished we could get some help in this situation. We 
were a bunch of young guys in a rock band, all alcoholics/drug addicts barely able to solve our own problems; 


how were we supposed to figure out something like this? 


LATER 


| hated hospitals. 


| know, it's a common human instinct, but really, | couldn't stand being in one for longer than an hour. Despite 
the fact that | knew that they were only designed to help people needing it, and were always crawling with hot 
female nurses, just stepping inside one and having a wave of that medicine-smelling air wash over me was 


enough to make my skin crawl. 


"Room twenty, she said" Mick stated as we walked through the halls. Tommy was right behind him, and the 
two were actually being quiet for once. This tour had taken its toll on all of us, and they were the first to 
start fighting constantly with each other. 


It seemed like this event had lessened the disputes..for now. 


"Here." Tommy said, pointing to a plate on a white door that read "20", but soon getting distracted by 
something else. Not caring about what it could be at the moment, | took a deep breath before | slowly pushed 


the door open. 


| sighed as my eyes fell upon the motionless form of Nikki lying in the hospital bed, and | slowly shuffled over 
and sat next to him. He wasn't like the stereotypical "he looks like he's only sleeping" at all - he would 
frequently squirm about and his face would contort in pain. | laid a hand on his shoulder, sighing again as he 


made a small sound of discomfort. 


"Nikki." | began, not knowing if he could hear me or not. "I don't know exactly what happened, but..you're gonna 


have to wake up soon. We.we need you, man" 


He just squirmed around a bit more before settling back down, and | shook my head. Mick laid a hand on my 
shoulder, and | turned, only to see Tommy yet again nowhere in sight. | stood up, storming from the room and 


shutting the door before | led Mick along the hallway. 

Tommy was standing outside, talking to two blonde girls, and | felt my blood boil as | noticed their hands all 
over him. Before Mick could stop me, | stormed over to him, grabbing his shoulder and forcing him to turn 
around. For a moment, he looked pretty pissed, but his face quickly contorted to an “oh shit" look when he 


noticed the look on my face. 


"Uhh..sorry, ladies, | gotta go." he said quickly, and they simply giggled and scampered off. He made his way 
back to the car, and | followed him, still giving that same look. 


"What the fuck, man?!" | shouted once we had gotten back to the car. Tommy started it up and gave me the 
same dirty look. 


"What?!" he countered. | gave him a look as though he's just asked me the strangest question in the world. 


"Are you fucking kidding me?!" | snapped, all the rage | had been holding back over the past couple weeks finally 


being released in an explosion of fury. "Nikki almost just fucking died, and all you can think about is fucking 


chicks! Last night, you didn't even know where he was! You were too fucking wasted to even stand!" 


"Hey, how about you shut the fuck up for once?!" Tommy yelled back, definitely going way over the speed limit. 
| know that Nikki almost died, and that's why | didn't wanna see him like that! So excuse me for wanting to 
step outside for a moment and then enjoy one moment of something good that presented itself right in front 


of me!" 


"Goddammit, | am so fucking sick of this shit!" Mick hollered, slamming his hands against the dashboard. "I'm so 
fucking tired of all this!" 


"All what?!" | bellowed. 


"You both know exactly what!" he snarled. "You know, | knew this tour was gonna be fucked up from the very 
beginning, when none of us could get along after only the first fucking week! | was actually looking forward to 


this! But, alas, someone had to fucking ruin it!" 


"I did not ruin this fucking tour!" | screamed. "No one fucking ruined it! You're ruining it right now by starting 
this shit!" 


"Goddammit, this is so fucked up!" he growled. "We were supposed to be having fun, not this---what the 
fuck?!" 


"What now?" | muttered, but Mick was no longer paying attention to me. My eyes widened as | took in the sight 


before me. 


Tommy was passed out against the steering wheel, completely limp and unresponsive and Mick desperately 
shook him. | grabbed his shoulder, attempting to wake him up just like Mick was doing. 


"Dude, what the fuck?!" Mick shouted. "Man, wake up! What the hell ha---oh, FUCK!" 


That was the last thing | heard before the car swerved off the road, and | screamed as | felt the entire 
vehicle jerk and spin before the world finally went dark, only faint scraping and shattering bidding me farewell 
to the waking world. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 

Alright, next chapter! So, not a lot happens in this one, as its more of that figuring-things-out kind of thing, 
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chapter. I've been waiting to write something this fucked up for a while now! *evil laugh* 


Thank you for all the reads and reviews, as it always helps me to stay motivated to get the next chapter out 
quicker. :) As always, | don't own any of the bands/music/people mentioned, only the plot/story. 3 
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This wasn't the first time | had woken up to sirens. Being the lead singer of a rock band full of alcoholics/drug 
addicts (not that | wasn't one myself as well), | had definitely had my fair share of run-ins involving the police 
or the paramedics busting down the door to get to whomever was fucked up on whatever mind-altering 


substance. 


My eyes snapped open, only to be met with the sight of complete chaos. Twisted, crumpled metal now made up 
the majority of the car we had been driving, and from what | could see, all the windows had been shattered, 
and the seats were torn and mangled, pressing me to the door and roof. | sucked in a breath when | noticed 


the state of the vehicle; we were completely upside down. When he had crashed, Tommy had flipped the car. 
Shit. Tommy. 


"Tommy!" | called weakly, coughing as the smoke from the engine filled my mouth. | clawed weakly at what 
remained of the seats, attempting to get free and find either Tommy or Mick Had either of them managed to 
make it through this mostly unscathed? "Tommy! Mick!" 


"Vince?!" | heard Mick shout, and | sighed in relief. His voice had come from outside the car. 
"Yeah, I'm here!" | told him, and not a second later, | heard the unmistakable sound of glass shattering. 


"Hang on, I'm gonna get you." he assured. Strong hands grabbed my shoulders, and | winced as Mick dragged me 
out of the car, a few shallow scratches appearing on my arms. He laid me on the soft grass, checking over 
the rest of my body for any damage, and for the first time, | noticed the bloody slashes covering his hands 


and forearms. 


"Fuck, Mick, your hands." | murmured. He looked down, appearing unsurprised by the state of his injured arms. 
Glancing back at the mangled car, | felt panic rise as | desperately looked for any sign of Tommy. | couldn't see 
him; | couldn't even see where | had been trapped before Mick had pulled me out. | started to sit up but Mick 


pushed me back down. 


"They're takin’ care of it, see?" he explained, motioning to the many emergency vehicles | hadn't noticed that 


were parked around the wreckage. "Just stay down, Vince." 
"What about you?" | put in, gesturing to his bloody hands. 


"I'll be fine." he insisted, and | nodded. Mick could be quite stubborn at times, and | really didn't need to protest 
that at a time like this. | felt a wave of relief wash over me as | noticed the paramedics surrounding the 
smashed carnage that barely resembled a car anymore, but it was quickly replaced by fear as they began to 


clear away some of the wreckage. 


"He's gonna be alright." Mick continued, trying to take my mind off the situation and keep me from panicking 


when the paramedics finally got to Tommy. "I mean, this is Tommy. Fucker can survive anything." 
"And Nikki?" | asked. 


"Him too." he put in. By now, he was just rambling and attempting to keep me distracted. "| swear, he must be 
related to a cat or some shit, ‘cuz it really seems like he's got nine lives. Both of them. That's why we call ‘em 
the Terror Twins. Really, they're just like each other, in every single way. Even kind of look the same. 
Always..hey, Vince?" 


Mick's words were lost to me as the paramedics were finally able to clear away the rubble and pull Tommy 
from the wreckage. My breathing sped up as they loaded him onto a stretcher, my eyes taking in the bloody 
slashes covering his arms and face. He wasn't moving, and from where | was, | couldn't see if he was even 
breathing. | felt Mick's hands land on my shoulders again, but | couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of 
Tommy's mangled body. 


"Vince, hey, Vince." | heard Mick say from above me, but it sounded as though he was talking through water. 
What was happening to us? Was this the universe getting back at us for all the fucked up shit we'd done? 


First Nikki, now Tommy..was some kind of pattern going on? 


| barely acknowledged the emergency crew kneeling beside me and checking me over for any injuries. They tried 
talking to Mick, saying that he should really come with them and get his injured hands checked over, but he 
just waved them away, saying something about staying with me. He was really all that was left of the band 
besides me, after all. In the end, he did allow them to wrap up his hands, and | ended up with my arms 
wrapped up and a few smaller bandages on my face. 


‘Somethin'.s-something's not r-right." | managed to mutter as soon as they had left us alone. | finally tore my 


gaze away from the ambulance and looked up at Mick "Th-there's gotta be..some explanation for this... 


"Even | don't know what happened back there." Mick stated with a solemn look. 


"He just.passed out." | murmured. There wasn't anything that could have caused that, unless he had taken 
something when he was outside with those girls. But even if that was the case, why would he drive if he knew 
he would get so fucked up? 


"He had to have taken somethin’ outside." Mick pointed out, voicing my thoughts. "That's really the only thing 
that could've happened. Didn't act like he was messed up at all, though..." 


"Fuck." | groaned, running my hands through my mess of blond hair. Everything was so confusing. With Nikki 
and Tommy gone, that was half the band. We'd have to cancel this tour..fuck, the press is gonna be all over 


this. 


| slowly sat up, Mick's arm around my shoulders as | began to come back to reality. | looked up, noticing that 
what remained of our road crew had somehow found us. As soon as they saw that we were alright, they 

rushed over, helping us up and into the tour bus. Our manager was asking a million questions a minute as we 
drove away from the scene, but Mick quietly dismissed him. | wasn't sure how he did it, he seemed so calm 


just minutes after the horrific accident that had put Tommy in the hospital alongside Nikki 


"Hey, Vince, look at me." Mick began, setting his hands on my shoulders when he noticed me staring off into 


space again. Reluctantly, | tore my gaze from the window. "It's gonna be alright.” 

"How do you kno-ow?" My voice broke and he noticed. He pulled me close, hugging me tightly, and | hugged him 
back as | let out a shaky breath. "How do you stay so calm through all this? Half the band is gone, are we 
gonna be next or somethin?" 

"Panicking doesn't help." he explained, releasing me so he could look directly into my eyes again. "Listen, | don't 
know what's been goin on, but | can tell you that we'll get through it. We're Motley fuckin’ Crue, we're on top 


of the fuckin! world. We won't let ourselves become next or anythin’ like that." 


"What do you think happened back there?" | asked. There had to be a reason for Tommy passing out like that. 
He shrugged. 


| don't know what's happening to this whole band," he began. "But what | do know is that this is not gonna be 
the end of the Crue. Nikki and Tommy are gonna be back up and running in no time at all, and we'll go back to 
conquering the fuckin’ world, alright?" 

| couldn't help but smile. Mick was always the voice of reason in this band of maniacs. "Alright" 

ONE WEEK LATER 


The anticipation is always worse than the final outcome. 


At least, that's what I've heard. 


| must say | agree. 


Despite nothing huge happening over the past week, | couldn't help that horrible feeling of fear and paranoia 
always stirring at the pit of my stomach. Whatever had been going on with members of the band and road 
crew being picked off had stopped completely, and honestly, it terrified me. Who knew what could be lurking in 
the shadows, always at the edge of our vision but never fully visible, waiting to lure us into believing it was 


over before moving in for the kill? 


During the week, Nikki had finally woken up, and had actually sort of mumbled a greeting when he saw me at 
the side of the bed. That had given me some hope that things would turn out okay like Mick had said, but just 


remembering whatever was out there trying to get rid of us brought me back down again. 


The doctors had somehow figured out that the reason Tommy had passed out was because of drugs, but it 
didn't make sense to me why he would drive if he knew he would get as messed up as he did. That's when 
they told me that he hadn't taken them himself, which left me more confused. Someone had done it to him. 


Someone knew he would be driving and drugged him to make him pass out and crash the car. 


Mick and | had soon figured out that it must have been those girls he was with outside the hospital. He had 
been the one to put all the pieces together and figure out that someone was after us. With Nikki getting 
drugged and put in the hospital, and with Tommy ending up the exact same way, it didn't take much to deduce 


that someone was picking us off one by one. 
It terrified me to think of who could be next. Mick had tried to assure me that everything would be okay if we 
just waited things out and got our managers to take care of it, but somehow | just knew that it wouldn't be 


that easy. 


Everything was still so confusing, even though all the details were laid out right in front of us. Obviously, 


someone was trying to get rid of us, but for what reason? Money? Revenge? 

| wasn't sure how much more | could take. 

‘lm gonna go see Nikki.” Mick said, snapping me from my thoughts and bringing my gaze away from staring out 
the window. I'd been doing that a lot lately, I've realized. "He says he should be getting out soon Says he's doir 
a lot better." 

"You're goin’ alone?" | asked. He gave me a look | couldn't quite read. 

"Yeah, I've got other stuff to do besides see him." he explained and | sighed. Neither of us had really been 
leaving the bus lately, as the fear of whatever was out there hunting us always loomed on the horizon. "We 


have to leave eventually. We can't just stay in here living in fear." 


"Dammit.." | muttered. 


"Do you really just expect us to both keep hiding away for who-knows-how long?" he questioned with a sort of 
bitter tone, and | shot him a glare. 


"I just." | sighed, running my hands through my fluffy blond hair. "Dammit, Mick, you're all | have left!" 


"I know, man, | know," he began. "But really, we gotta get out of here sometime. l'm just gonna go see Nikki and 


head to the guitar store. That's all. Shouldn't take more than two hours." 


"If youre going to the guitar store, that trip is not gonna be just two hours." | remarked, and he actually 
smiled a bit. 


"See? We're okay." he put in, and | nodded, now smiling as well. "Alright, l'm gonna go. | guess you were right 


about it taking longer than two hours if I'm goin’ to the guitar store." 


"Alright, see you in six hours." | told him with a grin, and he smirked. | laid back on the couch as he bounded 
off the bus and down the street until | couldn't see him anymore. Despite the looming threats on the horizon | 
had been constantly paranoid about over the past week, | felt strangely relaxed for the first time on the whole 


tour. Maybe Mick was right. Maybe we would be okay when this was all over. 
LATER 


A loud crash of thunder was what awakened me, and | bolted upright, my eyes snapping open as cold sweat 
dripped from my face. | took a deep breath as though | had just come up from water, running my fingers 
through my tangled mess of hair as | flopped back on the couch. Fuck.. 


| couldn't even remember what the nightmare had been about, but one look outside told me that | had slept 
through the day. | flinched as a crack of lightning illuminated the black sky, followed by a deafening crash of 
thunder that rattled the bus a bit. 


"Mick?" | called. He always knew what my dreams or nightmares meant. | swear, he doubled as the lead 
guitarist and therapist of the band. Like | said, he was the voice of reason in the sea of maniacs he played 


with. 


That's when | remembered he had gone out. Of course he wouldn't be back by now, he was at the guitar store. 


One time he was there so long, the managers had to kick him out. Heh, good times.. 
Wait. 


| quickly checked the clock on the wall, and all the breath left my body as | realized just what time it was. 
Mick had been gone for nearly seven hours. | knew | was joking about it earlier, but now that it was actually 
happening, | had no idea what to do. The fear and paranoia | had come to know all too well was beginning to stir 


at the pit of my stomach, and | felt a wave of nausea come over me. 


Maybe Im just overreacting | tried to tell myself. | attempted to use the strategies Mick had told me to use to 
keep myself from panicking too much, but nothing seemed to be working. Just as | was about to try 
remembering one of the other things he had told me, our manager burst into the bus with a look of panic 


written across his face, and | felt my stomach drop as his eyes locked with mine. 
"Vince, thank fuck." he muttered, and | quickly stood up. 


"What happened?!" was all | could ask at the moment. As soon as he gave me that look that said it all, | felt 
my entire world shatter around me as he spoke his next words. 


"Its Mick" 
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| couldn't speak. | couldn't hear. | couldn't move. Fuck, | didn't even feel like | could breathe. Everyone was 
panicking and screaming at each other, but their words barely registered in my mind. It was one of those 


things where | felt trapped in my own head, if you will, unable to process anything the real world threw at me. 


| wanted to know more. | wanted to know the full story behind the two words that had destroyed any peace | 
had felt over the last few hours. | wanted---no, | needed to know exactly what "it's Mick" could mean, but | 
was unable to even form any sort of coherent thought, let alone words. He was gone. Mick, who always 
reassured me that things would be alright, who always acted as the voice of reason of the band..was gone, 


just like that. 


"Vincel" My manager was shouting my name, and a moment later, he grabbed my shoulders and shook me 
roughly, but | remained completely still with my eyes wide and staring straight ahead. Come on, snap out of it! | 
yelled at myself. It seemed like only my mind was alive at this point. / need fo know what happened to Mick! 


"Fuck, what's wrong with him?" one of the guitar techs asked. 
"Its shock or somethin" a drum tech put in. "He's just, like, frozen, it seems." 


"Come on, you should lay down" someone else said, but by now, | could barely hear any of them. | was just so 


fucking scared. | wanted my bandmates. Truly, | was all that was left of Motley Crue now. 


They let me lay down on the couch in the back lounge, one of them lying a damp washcloth across my 
forehead. | wrapped my arms around myself, trying to remember how to breathe as | curled up on the couch. 
The crew members were talking amongst themselves, but it was all just a jumbled mess as | struggled to 


remain at one with reality. Come on, | told myself. / need to know about Mick. 


"W-what..ha-happened..?" | managed to choke out in a strangled, breathless voice, and my manager quickly 


crossed the room and knelt beside the couch | was lying on. 


"He's, ah." he began. | could hear the gears turning in his head as he struggled to break the news. "Well, he's in 
the hospital. We..we found him in.an alleyway. He'd been.well, a group of people beat him up. He was barely 


conscious when we found him, covered in blood and bruises, goddamn." 


| felt sick to my stomach as | attempted to take in this new information. Mick had been beaten. He'd been 
nearly beaten to death in an alleyway by several people. Tears brimmed in my eyes, and | turned to the side, 
trying to hide my expression from the crew and hoping that they would leave me alone. They seemed to get 
the message, and one of them draped a thin blanket over me before they all left the room, some of them 


staying outside the door, but none of them intruding upon my personal space. 


| just continued to stare straight ahead, wondering how everything had taken such a dark, drastic turn over 


the past couple weeks. 


Were we all completely powerless to stop this? 


Would | end up being next, despite what Mick had said? 


THE NEXT MORNING 


| sighed, sitting down on one of the couches and staring out the window at the slowly rising sun. It seemed 
almost wrong to watch it, like the world just kept on turning even through all this. How was it possible that 


everything on the outside world stayed so normal, when we were all going through the worst hell imaginable? 


| let out a shaky breath as | pulled my knees to my chest, and didn't even attempt to stop the tears as they 
streamed down my face. My best friends, my bandmates, my brothers..all of them, gone, leaving me as the 


last man standing. So easily they had all been picked off one by one, was | going to be next? 


| buried my face in my hands and sobbed, all of the shit that had been going on for the past couple weeks 
hitting me full force. Why did this have to happen to us? Who could be so angry with us that they would 
actually do something like this? There were so many questions, and so few answers; the whole situation was 
just so confusing and horrible. 


"Honeyyyy; I'm hoooome!" | heard a familiar voice call out in a dramatic, drawn out voice with a laugh at the 
end, and my head shot up instantly. Was | just imagining things now? There's no way.. 


| felt more tears stream down my face as Nikki walked through the door to the back lounge, a big smile on his 


face. He did still look a bit pale, with dark circles under his eyes, but overall, he looked a lot better than he did 


when | had seen him at the hospital. As soon as his eyes landed upon me, his expression immediately changed 


to something more serious. 


"Whoa, shit." he muttered, and | stood up, storming over to him and throwing my arms around him. He 
instantly responded, hugging me back as | buried my face in his chest and sobbed. "Fuck, really missed me, 
huh?" | only cried harder at that, and he seemed to hold me tighter, running his fingers through my hair. 
Shit..Vinny, whats wrong?" 


"E-e-everyone i-is gone.." | whimpered. "Th-they..e-everyo-one is j-just..g-gone..” 
"Hey, I'm here." he put in. "Not everyone is gone. It's kinda hard to get rid of me, if you haven't noticed, heh." 


"A-am | go-gonna be n-next?" | asked, my voice shaking from pure terror. Though | would normally be 
comforted by what Nikki was doing, it was having no effect on me as | continued to sob into his chest. He 
tightened his grip on me. 


"l'm not gonna let that happen" he said, a determined edge to his voice. | looked up at him, and he gave me a 
reassuring smile, which | couldn't help but return. When Nikki smiled like that, somehow | knew that everything 
would be alright. "I'm not gonna let myself go down again, alright? I'm gonna stay here with you ‘til everyone 
gets back. We are gonna beat the motherfucker tryin to take us down, cuz we're Motley fuckin’ Crue, and we 


don't fuck around." 
"Y-yeah.." | told him, and he grinned. 


"See, we got this." he put in, releasing me and putting his hands on my shoulders. "Have you been up all night?" 
| nodded. "I could tell. You look like shit. Go get some rest, Vince, I'll still be here when you wake up, alright? To 
be honest, | think is somethin’ we both need." 


"Alright" | stated | wasn't sure what it was, but somehow, Nikki coming back had helped me immensely. Just 
one of my bandmates being here was so reassuring, and lit a new fire of hope deep within me, one that told 


me that this would all be over soon enough. "Just..thanks man, just for bein’ here." 


"Of course." he said, giving me a reassuring pat on the shoulder. | smiled before heading off to my bunk, 
watching him pick up his bass and lay out across the couch in the back lounge. 


As | climbed into the small bed, | couldn't help but feel like the terror and paranoia | had been feeling for the 
past couple weeks was slowly dissipating. Sure, half of my band was still in the hospital, but seeing Nikki come 
back was enough to reassure me that things would get better. The guys would be alright, and the road crew 
would take care of whatever was trying to get rid of us. Like Nikki said, we were Motley fucking Crue, we 
could and we would do anything and everything in the fucking world. 


| smiled as | laid down, my body relaxing the moment | hit the mattress. It was as though | was melting into 
the bed, my eyes closing and the rest of the world's noise fading away. The only thing | could hear was the 


quiet bass playing of Nikki in the back lounge, which only further added to my sense of relaxation Yeah, we'd 
be alright, just like everyone said.why would they say it if it wasn't true? Wasn't there a phrase like "it gets 
better" or something? 


It always gets better..right? 


LATER 


My eyes slowly fluttered open, only for me to close them again as the bright mid-day light shone onto my 
face through a small crack in the curtain. The bus jostled a bit, and it didn't take long to figure out that the 
moving of the vehicle was what had awakened me. It didn't bother me, however; in fact, | found it comforting 
when the bus was moving. | shut my eyes again, letting the rocking of the bus and Nikki's bass playing begin to 
lull me back to sleep. We weren't even scheduled to go anywhere, this was just--- 


Wait. 


| instantly sat up, once again whacking my head against the bunk over me. | looked around for a moment, 
confused. Why was the bus moving? We weren't scheduled to go anywhere; we had pretty much been staying 
in the same city for the past couple weeks, in order to wait for the rest of the band to recover and resume 
the tour. Sliding the window curtain open, | was surprised to not only see the city rushing by in a blur, but a 
large sheet of paper taped to the outside of the window. Large, messy, black letters were scrawled across the 
page, and when | leaned closer to get a better look, | suddenly felt a chill run up my spine. 


"| want him". 


| want him? | thought, ignoring the uneasy feeling building up in the pit of my stomach. Who could have put 
that there, and when? Some crazy fan that had found the bus when we were parked? 


| suddenly felt sick to my stomach, the kind of nauseous feeling that | got when something was seriously 
wrong. With a shaking hand, | grabbed the curtain separating my bunk from the rest of the bus, and, with a 
deep breath, yanked it aside. 


What greeted me when | opened the curtain made my heart stop, and time seemed to come to a halt as my 


eyes took in the horrible sight before me. 


Rows and rows of photos of the band, hanging from the ceiling or taped to the walls, absolutely covering the 
bunk area. | jumped out of my bunk, scanning each picture individually. None of the pictures were from any 
shoot we ever did, no, these were all candid shots obviously taken by someone that had been following us, 
apparently for a while now. There had to be hundreds, and as my eyes roamed over each one, a disturbing 


similarity between all of them caught my eye. 


In every photo, | was circled, framed by a blood red marker. | grabbed some of the pictures, tearing them 
down, only to reveal more behind those. Taking a closer look at some of the shots, | realized with horror that, 
next to the ink encircling me, the words "I WANT HIM" were scribbled there as well, in exactly the same 
handwriting as the note from outside the window. It was on every single one, | realized as | observed more. | 
continued to tear down the photos, when | noticed one paper turned around, the photo side facing away from 


me. My hands shaking, | grabbed the picture and turned it in my direction 


It was one of me, sleeping in my bunk, from only a few hours ago. On the top of the page, the familiar "I 
WANT HIM" message was scribbled there, but as my eyes averted down, | noticed one final word scrawled at 


the bottom of the picture. 
"DEAD". 


"NIKKI!" | screamed, throwing the door to the back lounge open and nearly falling inside. The bass player in 
question looked up at me with a confused look, and set his bass to the side as he quickly stood up and rushed 


over to me. 
"Vince, are you alright?" he asked, putting his hands on my shoulders. "Did you.." 


His words trailed off as his gaze wandered to the photos hung up in the bunk area, and a look of horror came 
over his face as he scanned the macabre gallery. | handed him the horrible picture | was still holding, and he 


quickly read it, terror contorting his features. 


"Fuck." he muttered. He quickly turned his attention back to me, his hands landing on my shoulders once again 
as | just stared straight ahead, breathing heavily. "Vince, l." 


"W-what.wh-what d-do we..d-do?" | asked, my chest tightening as my eyes remained locked on the pictures 
hanging from the walls. In order for this to happen, someone would have had to have broken into the bus, 
probably when | was sleeping and Nikki was in the back lounge, distracted by his bass playing. But that would 
mean whoever did this would have had to get past the crew in the front of the bus, and--- 


Oh, fuck 
"Nikki." | breathed. "| th-think.s-someone is..th-that's not.one o-of th-the crew driving." 


As if on cue, the bus suddenly came to a screeching halt, and | felt all the breath leave my body as | heard 
the slam of the front door. | began to breathe heavily again, feeling sick to my stomach as | felt my eyes 
begin to water. | was fucking terrified. It was obvious that someone was on the bus, someone that wasn't part 
of the crew. That must have been the person who was driving us - | knew that we weren't scheduled to go 


anywhere. 


"Vince." Nikki began. "Vinny, look at me." | nervously met his gaze. "No matter what happens, we're gonna get 


through it, alright?" | shakily nodded, though | was having trouble believing his words. 


The sound of shattering glass broke the tense silence hanging over the bus, and | flinched, burying my face in 
Nikki's chest as he pulled me close. 


"OUT OF THE FUCKING BUSI!" a voice screamed, and | looked up, shaking in terror as Nikki gave me a hopeless 
look | could feel him shaking as well, and | met his gaze, seeing the true fear swimming in his bright green 


eyes. 


"l'Il make sure nothing happens to you, | promise." he said, a look of determination on his face. | nodded, tears 
beginning to stream down my face as he wrapped an arm around my shoulders and began to lead me outside. | 
was scared, so fucking scared. There was really no other choice but to surrender, and, judging by what the 
photos had said, whatever was outside was what had been hunting us for the past couple weeks. 


As soon as we were outside, | took that moment to take in wherever we had been brought against our will. 
There was absolutely nothing in sight - no truck stops, no trees, no roads, no landmarks..nothing but a large, 


black van sitting a good twenty feet from the bus. We were in the middle of nowhere. 


"SIXX, AGAINST THE WALL!" the same voice growled, and Nikki gave me a solemn look as he was forced to 
release me, and stood a few feet away from me with his back against the side of the bus. Confused, | scanned 
the area, attempting to find the source of the voice. Before | could make any sort of connections, there was a 
loud bang from somewhere in the distance, and a sharp, burning pain erupted in my side, and | screamed as | 


crumpled to the ground, feeling blood begin to pour down my side. 


"VINCE!" Nikki screamed, rushing to my side. He pressed his hands over the bloody patch on the side of my 
shirt, and | cried out, whimpering as | squirmed about on the cold, hard ground. "Fuck, fuck, fuck.oh god, 
Vince..come on, stay with me.." 


More tears streamed down my face as | looked down at the burning, bleeding wound on my side, and | pressed 
a hand over my mouth as a nauseous feeling made its way into the pit of my stomach. It hurt so fucking 
much; | wasn't sure if | could stay conscious through this, despite Nikki's begging. 


Without warning, he was suddenly yanked away from my side, and | cried out as a man in black savagely 
slammed him against the side of the bus, holding a gun to his head. 


"Nikkil" | choked, blood trickling down my face as | coughed. Two other men grabbed me by the shoulders, and | 


whimpered as they dragged me along the ground, in the direction of the black van | had seen earlier. 


The back doors of the vehicle opened, and | was roughly thrown inside. | bit my lip to keep from making a 
sound as one of the men grabbed my arms and bound my wrists behind my back. Tears dripped down my 
cheeks as | felt a small puddle of blood beginning to form under my shaking body, and, without warning, | was 
suddenly jerked upright. Before | could even wonder what was going on, something hard was swung at the back 
of my head, and | felt my eyes roll back and my body fall forward as darkness once again consumed my very 


being. 
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Nikki's POV 


| stared straight ahead, unable to comprehend that what | was living was reality. | willed myself to just wake 
up, to end this whole thing, but deep inside, | knew that this was no horrible nightmare. 


My blood ran cold as the terrified screams of Vince kept repeating in my head, and | fell to my knees as all 
the breath seemed to leave my body. 


"No.." | mumbled, my long, obsidian hair falling over my face as | kept my head down. My eyes stayed locked on 
the ground, and | closed them as | let out a shaky breath. How did things change so quickly, just like that? 
Everything was fine only half an hour ago! 


Wake up! | screamed to myself, but it was no use. As much as | wanted to believe that this was all some 
fucked up nightmare, that I'd wake up in my bunk probably screaming my head off before realizing everything 
was fine, | knew that that would not be the case. This was real life. This was really happening. 


This was a living nightmare. 
How? | asked myself over and over. How? How? How? I'd always thought things like this couldn't possibly 
happen, things like this only happened in movies. I'd always thought it was an overused plot - the main group is 


being stalked by a killer, and the people get picked off one by one as the movie progresses. 


| raised my head, my eyes scanning the desolate wasteland I'd been brought to against my will. Vince and / had 


been brought to against our will 


| was the only one left now. Vince was gone. He had been shot before being kidnapped. Some guy had fucking 
shot him before taking him away. 


As the horrible realization dawned on me, | was snapped out of my shocked silence. Raising my head to gaze at 
the sky, an inhuman scream of agonized fury was ripped from deep inside myself, and | stood up, slamming my 
fists against the side of the bus as my screaming slowly died down to breathless whimpers. | looked down at 
my hands, covered in blood. Vince's blood. Oh god 


That was it. Fighting back the urge to pass out, | sprinted into the bus, slamming the door shut as | ran to the 
bathroom. As quickly as | could, | turned the water on and thrust my hands under the cold stream, watching 
Vince's blood swirl down the drain with wide, shocked eyes. furiously, | scrubbed at my hands, feeling as though 
no amount of water could ever clean this up. No, | would never forget how this felt, how Vince's blood felt on 


my hands, how he screamed as he was being dragged away.. 


| looked back down at my hands, realizing with some relief that all the blood was gone, and | was just feebly 
clawing at my own flesh. With a shaky sigh, | barely managed to turn the water off before | sank to the floor, 


bringing my knees up to my chest as | curled up on the tiles of the small bus bathroom. 


The one thing I'd promised him - that nothing would happen, that everything would be okay - | had failed. I'd 


fucking failed the only promise | made to him, and now he was gone. 


| felt a few tears stream down my face, and let out a shaky breath. | never cried. It just wasn't the way | 
was; | was always the strongest one in the band. Sure, | was a fucking hopeless drunk and junkie, but this was 
my band. Someone had to run this whole thing, and, even though it was usually Mick as the serious one of the 
band, | was able to keep things together most of the time as well. 


Now, everyone but me was gone, and | had no idea when any of them would return. Hell, | didn't even know 
where the fuck I'd been brought to against my will, or how | was going to get out of this. | couldn't drive the 
bus, and the rest of the road crew was who-the-fuck-knows where, probably wondering where the hell | was. 


Maybe they'd have to track me down or something. 
But that wasn't the main issue right now. 


Taking a deep breath, | slowly sat up and began to think about my next course of action | needed to get Vince 
back, obviously, but how was someone like me going to do something like tha? | couldn't do it alone, but 
everyone else in the band was gone as well. I'd have to wait for them to return before setting off to find 
Vince, even though | really wanted to just go out there right now and chase that black van down to the end of 
the world. 


Vince, wherever you are.| thought with determination. Me and the guys are gonna find you. When everyone gets 
back..we're gonna make that guy regret ever messin’ with Motley Crue. 


Vince's POV 


For what seemed like an eternity, there was only darkness. 
A desolate wasteland, a dark void, filled with absolutely nothing but empty blackness. 
Then, it was gone, replaced with a jet of freezing water blasting me in the face. 


My eyes shot open, and | coughed as the cold water filled my mouth. Whoever had sprayed me simply glanced 
me over before setting the hose he was holding onto the ground and stepping away. He was talking to someone 
at the other side of the room, but | couldn't hear exactly what he was saying. Probably something about how | 


was awake now. 


| took a moment to survey where | was. My hands were bound behind my back, and | was sitting in a small 
wooden chair, obviously in some sort of warehouse. | suddenly felt a stabbing pain in my side, and looked down, 


shuddering at the memory of the earlier events that had brought me here. 


"Let me speak with him alone.” a voice said from within the shadows, its owner obviously standing not far from 
me. A chill ran up my spine at the sinister tone. Somehow, | knew that the owner of that icy voice was the 
man behind this whole operation. He was the one who had come up with the ploy to get rid of my bandmates 
in order to get to me. The man who had sprayed me with the hose nodded before stepping out of the room, 


leaving me alone with the leader. 


Without a moment's hesitation, the man pulled up a chair and sat across from me, letting the faint light shine 
onto him and reveal his features. His dark brown eyes locked with mine, and | felt a shiver run through me, 
both from the freezing water and the pure rage swirling within his eyes. Despite the obvious hatred for me, 
he seemed relatively calm, which further scared the hell out of me. He was showing me that he hated me, but 
wasn't making any sort of indication with his body that he was capable of kidnapping me and nearly killing my 
bandmates. He was a psychopath. 


"Lets get straight to the point, Vince." he began, and | shuddered at the way he hissed my name with so much 


venom behind it, as if it was the worst thing to ever pass his lips. "Do you know who | am?" 


| took a deep breath. Just be honest, | thought to myself. "N-no." | told him, shrinking back a bit under his gaze. 


'I-Ive never seen you before in my life.” 
He scoffed. "| figured" 


Averting his gaze to the ground for a brief moment, he sighed before removing a paper from his pocket. 
Unfolding it, a small smile came over his face before he scowled again, shaking his head. | was confused by his 


many mood swings. This guy was fucking crazy. 


"Do you know who this is?" he asked. | observed the picture - it was a young woman, probably in her late 


teens or early twenties, with long blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked almost exactly like my 


kidnapper, and it didn't take much to figure out that this must be his daughter. Still, | had no idea why he 
would be showing me her picture. Was | somehow tied to her? Observing her a bit closer, | realized that she 


did indeed look vaguely familiar, but | couldn't quite place it. | shrugged. 


"| might" | stated He just gave me a look of death, and | shuddered. "I-I mean.l've known.a lot of women, a- 


and..." 


He just continued to give me that same look, and my words trailed off as he affixed me with that cold stare. | 
shrank back a bit, and he put the picture away before removing yet another from his pocket. 


"You have no idea what you've done to me" he growled. | was confused. | didn't even know this guy - what 
could | have done to him that was so horrible? He turned the new picture towards me, and | looked it over 


with surprise. 


It was the same young woman as before, but this time, she looked a bit younger, and more familiar somehow. 
In this photo, she was probably still in her late teens, and on her face was a look of exhaustion. Averting my 


eyes downward, | was shocked to see a baby in her arms, but that wasn't what made my stomach drop. 
The baby she was holding..it had the exact same eyes as me. 
"Wh-what..2" | began, and he just narrowed his eyes. 


‘Isn't it obvious?" he pointed out. | just nodded. | knew what this meant. Whoever this girl was..we had 
apparently known each other at one point, and.well, needless to say, | was unknowingly a father. In one swift 
motion, he tore the picture in two and threw it to the floor, quickly standing up and roughly grabbing my 
shoulders. "She was only seventeen! You fucking destroyed her life!" 


"l-I." | tried to say, the memories of that one night now hitting me full force. It had been on one of our tours, 
and she had been randomly selected from the audience to have some fun backstage after the show. She'd told 
me she was seventeen, yes, but in the state in which we had been playing, that was legal. That was over the 
age of consent there. We'd had a one night stand, like all the other groupies the band encountered every night, 
and I'd never seen her again | barely remembered the night, as it was just another girl from the crowd, but, 
thinking back on it, we hadn't used protection. She'd assured she was on the pill, but, according to the picture 
my kidnapper had just shown me, she had lied. And now.. 


"You what?!" he shouted, smacking me hard across the face, and | whimpered. "You didn't know?!" He smacked 
me again, harder this time, and the chair | was sitting in fell over, clattering against the cold, hard floor. "You 
didn't know that you fucking ruined our lives?!" He grabbed a small knife from his pocket and cut the ties 
around my wrists, probably wanting to have better access to me in order to beat the hell out of me. Wasting 
no time, | jumped up, pushing him away in an attempt to make a run for it, but he obviously knew my plan. 
Before | could even get two steps, he grabbed me by the hair and threw me to the ground, smashing his fist 


across my face. 


Breathing heavily, he stood up, savagely kicking me in the chest before stepping away. | coughed, blood running 
down my face, and he only stared down at me with hate as the only emotion etched on his features. He just 
shook his head before making his way back to from where he had come, stopping to tell me he would be back 
before he shut and locked the door behind him. 


As soon as he was gone, | took that moment to just curl up on the floor and quietly sob to myself, wishing 


with everything | had that | could just wake up and end this nightmare. 
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Nikki's POV 
ONE WEEK LATER 
You never think about how much you would miss someone if they were gone. 


Its something no one wants to think about - a best friend, a significant other, a family member, anyone close 


just suddenly disappearing with no warning and no sign of returning any time soon 


It's one of those things that's never really crossed my mind, but now that it was happening, | had no idea what 


to do. 


Somehow, the members of the road crew had managed to track down the bus, despite it truly being in the 
middle of nowhere. They'd found me curled up in the bathroom, a bottle of Jack in one hand and a bloody 
needle in the other. I'd laid there in a trance for what seemed like hours, drinking and shooting up until the pain 
of having Vince ripped away from me was somewhat dulled. There was no way to numb it - that much was 


impossible. There was no way to just forget what happened, no matter how much | wanted to. 


The day Vince had been taken had been the last day I'd drank or shot up. As soon as I'd woken up, I'd made a 
promise to myself that | wouldn't touch any alcohol or mind-altering substance until Vince was found. If | was 


going to get him back, | couldn't do it in the fucked up state | always seemed to get myself in. 


In the beginning, it was..fucking hell, for lack of a better term. Having everything that | had been doing for the 
past few years of the band being suddenly yanked away was pure torture. | just wanted to get drunk or high 
and forget everything that had been going on, but | knew | couldn't do that. | had to be strong and get through 
the first few days of hell. | had to do this for Vince. 


Withdrawls were horrible. The first few days of my sudden sobriety were some of the worst days of my life. 
As | was going through my body getting rid of the remnants of all the shit I'd done, I'd spent those days 


curled up in my bunk, shaking, sweating, and mumbling to myself like an escaped mental patient. Despite the 
awful days I'd been stuck in that position, I'd slowly begun to feel better as each day went by, and, by now, | 
was completely clean, though | still looked and felt like shit. 


The days seemed to drag on forever, and the nights were just as bad, if not worse. Vince getting shot and 
dragged away right in front of me would replay in my mind every night, and | would always wake up screaming 
before running to the bathroom to wash his blood off my hands. The nightmares were getting more intense 
and real every time, and had even begun warping to worse scenarios, if that were even possible. Sometimes | 
would be kidnapped as well, sometimes I'd see into the dungeon Vince was taken to, sometimes the men in black 
would beat him further before dragging him away, but the worst ones were definitely the ones where..he 


would die. 


| sighed, sitting up as | ran my hands through my tangled mess of obsidian hair as | slowly climbed out of my 
bunk and made my way to the bathroom. | looked deep into the mirror before splashing some water on my 
face, but not without seeing how horrible | looked. My face was deathly pale, and there were dark purple 
circles under my eyes. | looked like death, but | really couldn't find it in me to care. Shaking my head, | averted 
my gaze to the floor before stepping out into the main area of the bus. | was about to resume the position | 
had become accustomed to over the past week - lying on the couch and staring at the ceiling - but | was 
interrupted by a loud knock on the bus door. 


| jumped about three feet. Breathing heavily, | ducked down, hiding myself from whomever was outside the bus. 
| slowly rose my head so | could spy on the person outside, instantly relaxing and rushing to answer the door 


as | recognized the grinning face of Tommy. 


| threw the door open, and before Tommy could say anything, | grabbed him and pulled him inside, hugging him 
tightly. He chuckled as he hugged me back, and | let out a shaky breath as he patted me on the back. 


"Hey, I'm fine, bro, see?" he said, and | looked up, relief coursing through me. It had been much too long since 
I'd heard that voice. "I'm here, they let me out. Mick should be here in a couple hours, cuz he's alright too. 


The road crew picked me up. Everything's fine, man, l'm just.kinda..” 


He stumbled back a bit, and my eyes widened. "Shit, dude." | muttered, quickly grabbing his arm and steadying 
him. "You alright?" 


"Yeah, I'm alright, bro." he told me with a smirk. "Just kinda tired, you know? What about you? You look like 
shit." 


"Withdrawls are a fucking bitch." | grumbled, and his eyes widened. 
"Withdrawls?" he asked, probably surprised that someone like me would be clean. "You're sober?" 


"Have to be." | explained, crossing the bus to sit on one of the couches. | ran my hands through my hair. "If 
we're gonna save Vince, | gotta be in the best condition. Can't be all fucked up if we're tryin’ to find him, you 


know?" 


"I get it" he put in, making his way over to the couch and taking a seat beside me. "Just didn't expect you to 
be capable of something like that" 


"tm that fucked up, aren't |." | muttered, the words coming out as more of a statement than a question. | 
averted my eyes to the floor, even though | knew Tommy was right. | was a hopeless junkie that could barely 


think for himself most of the time - of course it would be a surprise to him if | was clean 


| felt a hand slap me on the back, and a faint smile came across my face, despite the situation "You're a 
stronger man than |, dude." Tommy remarked, and | shrugged. "Come on, | would never be able to get clean just 


like that. How'd you pull it off?" 


"| just remembered what | have to do." | explained. "Knowing that Vince is still out there, with that fucking 
monster..that's my..motivation, | guess. | know that | have to be completely ready for whatever is thrown at 
me when | go find him, and | can't do that if l'm fucked up. It's been fuckin’ hell, but.lm willing to do whatever 
it takes to get him back." 


And | meant it. 


Vince's POV 
| had lost track of the days early on. 


| wasn't sure if | had been locked up in this hellhole for several days, weeks, months..all | knew was the 


darkness all around me that had become my only companion over the immeasurable nights. 


As the days dragged on, my kidnapper told me his entire story, though he refused to disclose his name once. 
He told me all about his life and his daughter, the one whose life I'd ruined. Since I'd unknowingly gotten her 
pregnant, he told me all about how she'd had to drop out of high school, as all of her friends had turned 
against her and labeled her a "slut" or "whore". It disturbed me so much to know that | had become a father 
to a girl still in school, and | hadn't even known it for years. | felt disgusting, unclean, even though | knew that 
it was legal for us to have a one night stand in the state we had been in on that tour. 


He'd explained to me his entire plan of getting me. He showed me this whole list he had, with all the names of 
my bandmates crossed out with a blood red marker. The plot had been to get rid of the rest of the band 
before swooping in for the kill and abducting me. He'd told me all about the people he had sent everywhere. 
Those girls that had been with Tommy outside the hospital, those guys that had beat up Mick in the 


alleyway..they had all been assistants of his. 


From what he told me about his personal life, and from his extreme actions against me, it was obvious that 


this guy was fucking insane. It wasn't just me getting his daughter pregnant that brought it on - he had been 
crazy before that, and my involvement in his life had only added fuel to the fire. In one of the many stories 
about himself, he'd told me that he and his wife used to have many fights, making sure to elaborate on just 
how extreme they could get, and how he'd pushed her out the window when he just couldn't take it anymore. 
The scariest thing was that any time I'd say something about him being fucking crazy, that he was completely 
mad, he'd just look me in the eyes with a slight smile and whisper "I know". 


Nothing had changed about his violent, unpredictable personality, however. He would often come by just to beat 
the shit out of me, and seemed to enjoy watching me curl up and sob on the cold, hard ground. Often, he 
would tell me that my bandmates would never find me, that he'd kill them all if they even attempted to come 
here. Other times, he told me that they simply didn't care about what happened to me, and that they wouldn't 
bother coming for me. | tried to block him out, but as the days dragged on, | found what little facade | had 


beginning to crumble away, and his words began to sink in as there continued to be no sign of my bandmates. 


My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the door slamming, and | flinched as my kidnapper stormed 
over to me and grabbed the front of my shirt and pulled me from the ground. For the first time, | noticed 
something in the shadows behind him, but before | could figure out what it was, | was roughly thrown to the 


ground again, and | sucked in a breath as | attempted to keep from making a sound. 


| have no use for this piece of shit anymore." he snarled, roughly kicking me in the side, and | let out an 
involuntary whimper. Attempting to look up, | noticed someone else standing beside him; probably the thing that 
had been hidden in the shadows moments prior. Probably one of the many assistants working for him. This new 
guy was grinning widely at me, his eyes gleaming with excitement, malice, and something else | couldn't quite 
make out. My captor was talking to this assistant, but | couldn't make out any of what they were saying, as it 


was all running together in a jumbled mess. 


"He's all yours." my kidnapper said quite loudly, kneeling beside me, and the assistant's eyes lit up. "You can 


have him now." 


My eyes widened at the words, their exact meaning obvious, but before | could react, my arms were yanked 
behind my back and my hands were bound at the wrists. Terror ran through me as my abductor simply 


chuckled before stepping away, leaving me alone with the assistant, who instantly knelt beside me and grinned. 


| shuddered as the new guy climbed on top of me, one of his hands clamping down over my mouth. My skin 
crawled as he ran his disgusting hands all over my body, and | whimpered as he chuckled darkly, hissing a 
"shhh..." before his hands continued to roam over me. | wanted to scream, to cry, to run as far as | could 


from the monsters in this hell, but | knew that there was no hope for me. 

| squeezed my eyes shut, fighting back tears and the urge to vomit as his hands began to wander further 
down. Just let it be quick, | pleaded in my thoughts, no longer attempting to hold back the tears now streaming 
down my cheeks. Just get it over with.please, just get it over with. 


There was a sudden slam of a door, and before | could react, the man straddling me was savagely yanked 


away, and | heard him scream out in surprise before the sound of skin connecting with skin reached my ears. 
Cautiously, | opened my eyes, whimpering as a hand landed upon my shoulder, and | curled up as much as | 


could on the cold, hard floor. 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck." | heard from above me, the voice familiar through my haze of terror. | looked up, and 
for the first time in a while, | felt a ray of hope shine through the darkness as | recognized the panicked 
features of Nikki. Could it be.? Was it really him? Was | dreaming? No.this was too good to be true.he couldn't 


have possibly come to save me..could he? 


The ropes binding my hands were quickly cut away, and | immediately pulled my knees to my chest as | cried, 
not caring if my captor or any of his assistants could hear me. | didn't need this right now. | just wanted to go 
home. | wanted my band. A comforting hand was placed on my shoulder, and | looked up again, realizing that 
this was, in fact, reality. It wasn't a dream. It wasn't a hallucination The guys had come to save me, and, from 
what | could see, Tommy and Mick were beating the shit out of the assistant that had been on top of me just 


moments ago. Nikki was kneeling next to me, tears brimming in his eyes as he took in the sight before him. 


He carefully swept me into his arms, and | buried my face in his chest and sobbed. "Shh.its alright, | got you, 
its okay, I'm here." he whispered, running his fingers through my hair as he held me close. "Vince, hey, Vinny, 


look at me." | looked up at him, his gaze reassuring. "I'm here. Everything's alright.” 


He gently picked me up bridal style, and | wrapped my arms around his neck as | continued to sob into his 
chest. | could hear him whispering words not unlike the ones he had been saying earlier, but none of them 
were doing a thing as my cries refused to die down | heard sirens from outside, and, seconds later, Tommy 
and Mick rushed over, presumably done with the guy. They were saying similar things to what Nikki was 
saying, but none of their words had any effect on me. The wounds from this were deep, and, even when they 


healed, the scars would remain for much longer. 


The guys had come to save me, yes..but, truthfully, even though | was away from the monsters that had 


been terrorizing my band and me for what seemed like years.. 


-had | really been saved? 
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| had been running for what seemed lke days. 


Screams and pounding feet were the only sounds trailing me as | ran for my life away from the people that surely 
wanted to kill me as soon as they were able to get their hands on me. It was my kidnapper, | was sure of if, and 
one of his favorite assistants. They wouldnt let up, no matter what | attempted to do to avoid them. 


| had no idea where | even was. All | knew was that | had passed out in the dungeon Id been in for what could have 
been days, weeks, or months, and | had woken up only to start running from my captors again A vast, stark white 
wasteland stretched for miles before me, no end in sight. 


| felt one of the men grab me by the hair, and | didnt even have a chance fo scream as he pulled me down to 
the ground He knelt beside me and smacked me across the face as his assistant grinned maliciously and pulled a 
small knife from his pocket. My eyes widened as he knelt down, but before | even had a chance to react, he had 
plunged it deep into my side. 


| screamed as he simply laughed, yanking the knife out and stabbing me again, in my other side this tme. My captor 
pulled out his own knife and plunged it into my stomach, and tears poured down my face as they continued fo 
laugh and stab me over and over. 


Without warning, the men were suddenly thrown back, and as | watched them get dragged away by an unseen 
force, they slowly dissolved into the air until there was no evidence that they were ever there. | looked down at 
myself, surprised fo see that all of the injuries the men had inflicted upon me were healing by themselves, the 
bloody slashes disappearing just as my attackers had moments prior. Footsteps sounded from above me, and | 
instinctively flinched away, expecting to be beaten again, but the new person just knelt beside me, and | looked up. 


What | saw was breathtaking. 


Whoever this person was, he was the most beautiful man Id ever seen. Sure, Ive been with countless girls, but | 
knew an attractive guy when | saw one. This man was unlike any girl or guy Id ever seen Hs long, obsidian hair 
perfectly framed his face, and his miky white skin was lke porcelain, seemingly glowing. And his eyes..there was a 
world in those gorgeous, bright green eyes. One of his hands landed on my arm, and instantly, any fear or pain Id 


experienced in the minutes prior to his arrival were forgotten 
He was an angel, and he'd come to save me. 


"Vince.." When he spoke, his voice was heavenly. | looked up at him, all traces of any other emotion gone as | gazed 
upon the sheer beauty of this man. There was a soft white light glowing in the distance, very nearly as gorgeous as 
this man, and | was torn between looking at that or at the him. "You gotta come back to us. To me. Please." 


Í was confused. Come back to him? | didnt even know who he was. With every word he spoke, the white light grew 
brighter and brighter until the man was only a silhouette. He took the hand I hadn't realized | had been holding out 
and carefully pulled me into a standing position Everywhere | looked, there was nothing but the white light, its 
brilliance steadily increasing until it was nearly blinding Just as | turned to him to attempt to ask what was going on 
or simply who he was, the light was extinguished and replaced with darkness. 


And then | was falling 


The ground simply vanished beneath my feet, much like the men that had been attacking me had. | looked for the 
man that had saved me, but he was gone as well | was left falling through the black, no end in sight as the 
darkness consumed me. Despite the seemingly neverending abyss | was plummeting down, faster and faster, | felt a 
strange sense of calmness wash over me. | felt my eyes began to fall shut as | was swallowed by the void, the 
falling sensation becoming weaker and weaker until it had completely disappeared 


A sound suddenly pierced through the darkness, one | couldn't quite make out through the haze of black. More 
noises accompanied it, and | slowly opened my eyes, wincing at the harsh brightness that greeted me. | 

squeezed my eyes shut as | let out a shaky breath, not wanting to see where | could possibly be now. A small 
whimper escaped me as | remembered what had brought me into this situation, and | flinched as a hand landed 


upon my arm. 


"Vince?" | heard from above, a soft voice that instantly sent a wave of calmness washing over me. | slowly 
opened my eyes again, the bright lights not as bad this time. My eyes instantly met with bright green ones 
that swam with a mixture between concern and relief. Nikki. "Vince, can you say somethin' for me? | need to 


know if you're alright. It's been too long since I've heard your voice." 


"W-w-wh.." | whispered, my voice hoarse and raspy from disuse. "Wh-whe..wh-ere..?" 


"The hospital” he explained. "You've been out for almost a week That fuckin’ monster really did a number on 


you." 


"H-how.." | murmured. "H-how did..y-you..you s-saved me.." 


"Yeah, | guess | did." he said, a small smile making its way across his face. | wanted to return it, but l'd lost 
the ability to. "Fuck, I'll never forget when | saw him.| wanted to kill the motherfucker. No, death would be too 
easy for that fucking monster. Wherever the fucker is right now..fuck, | would run to the end of the world if 


it meant making him feel ten thousand times the pain he---" 


"Nikki." | set a hand on his arm, and the rage burning in his bright green eyes quickly faded as he took a deep 
breath and regained his composure. "J-just.tell me wh-what happened. h-how you found me..st-start to finish.” 


‘It was the crew" he began. "Remember how they kept disappearing at the beginning of the tour?" | nodded. 
"As it turns out, that motherfucker was responsible for all of that. We still don’t really know his true motives, 
but we think he was takin‘ them so he could make us feel less secure. Cuz without the road crew, we don't 
have any security. Then he fucked around with the rest of the band in order to..get us out of the way, | 
guess. He wanted everyone gone so he could have easy access to you, so he hired all his fucking assistants to 
take us out. Anyway, somehow, one of the road crew members escaped and managed to track us down and 
lead us to that fucking dungeon. We got all of them out, by the way. That fuckin! monster and all his fuckin’ 


assistants are never gonna fuck with Motley Crue again. 
"Wh-what happened..to them?" | asked. "A-after you found the place." 


"We broke in" he continued. "Kicked the door down to see." He averted his gaze to the floor, and | put my hand 
on his shoulder again as | felt the anger radiating from him in waves. | shuddered at the memory of the 
moments right before the guys had broken down the door, when one of my kidnapper's assistants had been 
about to.. "We took care of that motherfucker right away. | carried you out as Tommy and Mick got the other 


guys. Everyone involved in that fucked up scheme..they're gone. They're never gonna fuck with us again 
"Tommy and Mick." | murmured. 


"They're back at home." he put in. "Listen, all the shows, the whole tour..it's cancelled. We knew it was over the 
minute that motherfucker started messing with the band. You'll be able to come home with us in a few days, 
and things'll hopefully get back on track soon. No matter what happens, we're gonna be here for you every 


step of the way, man" 


He gave me another reassuring smile, but | still couldn't find it in myself to return it. Id lost that ability the 


moment my bandmates started disappearing. 


"Get some rest" he told me. "I'll still be here when you wake up. I'm gonna be here no matter what." 


"Thank you, Nikki." | said, trying to give him a smile this time. However, | once again failed to even do that, so | 


settled for a nod instead. 


As he settled back into the chair beside my bed, | turned away from him, hiding my face in my hands as a 
few stray tears dripped down my face. Nikki must have noticed, as he put a hand on my shoulder without 
saying a word. However, this time, it didn't do a thing for me as | curled up on the small bed and quietly 


sobbed to myself. 


My bandmates were fine. My kidnapper and all of his assistants had all been taken care of. Even though Nikki 
had assured me that things would get better, it seemed next to impossible at the moment. The main threat 


was gone, but | was far from okay. 


No matter what he'd said, | just knew that things would never be the same again. 


LATER 
"Vince." 


A jolt of terror ran through me at the hissed tone of that horribly familiar voice, and | turned toward the source 
of it, my eyes widening as | took in the sight of my kidnapper standing there with a psychotic grin painted on his 
face. How? | thought he was gone, that the guys had taken care of him! No, this couldn't be realit had to be some 
sick nightmare..fucking wake up, Vince! My gaze fell to the ground, and | felt sick fo my stomach as | examined 
what was lying at his feet 


He wasn't alone. 


Nikki was lying on the ground in front of him, looking up at me with pure regret etched on his face. My captor was 
standing with one foot on his back, a gun pointed at his head as he continued to stare into my eyes with that same 
horrible smile. 


‘No.." | whimpered, and my kidnapper chuckled darkly, his finger moving closer to the trigger. 'No..please..no, not 
him..no.." 


My abductor simply laughed and tossed the gun aside. "Ah, that would be too easy." he muttered h one swift 
motion, he grabbed a fistful of Nkkis hair, roughly pulling him up from the ground Before either of us could react, 
he grabbed something from his belt, and | realized with horror that it was a knife, the blade easily over a foot long 
With one last smirk at me, he plunged the serrated blade into Nkkis side. 


"NOOD!" | screamed, and my kidnapper continued fo laugh as he let go of Nkki and shoved him to the ground. Tears 


streamed down my face as | gazed upon the broken body of Nikki, blood pouring onto the ground as my captor still 
cackled maniacally. | fell fo my knees and crawled to him, sobbing as | laid my hand upon his. "Nkki.no.n-no.." 


"V-Vi-nce.." he choked out, blood trickling from his mouth, and | whimpered as | gazed into his quickly fading green 
eyes. | sobbed as | pulled him close to me, ignoring the maniacal laughter of my abductor. 


"N-Nkki.” | whimpered. "Nikki! N-no..y-you..you ¢-can't..n-no..NIKKill" 


"VINCE!" 


My eyes flew open, and | sat up with a jolt, cold sweat dripping down my face as | panted heavily. | felt 
someone's hands land on my shoulders, and looked up as tears brimmed in my eyes. Nikki was standing there, 
very much alive and looking very concerned as well. A quick scan of the hospital room in which | still resided 
confirmed that | was safe, that it had just been a nightmare, but even so, | couldn't stop the tears that 


streamed down my cheeks. 
"Hey, it's alright." he murmured, pulling me close, and | threw my arms around him as | sobbed into his chest. 
He softly stroked my hair and rubbed circles into my back. "It was just a nightmare. That fucker's gone, 


remember? He's never gonna hurt you again. I'm here, you're okay..fuck..” 


Raising my head, | looked him in the eyes, and he flashed me a reassuring smile, one that told me he was here 


and would stay here for me. | tried to smile back, but | just couldn't find it in myself. 
"lIl get you---" he started to say, but | cut him off, grabbing his wrist in an almost desperate way. 
"S-st.stay.." | managed to whimper. "P-please.." 


"Alright" he said, settling back down into the chair beside my bed. | rolled onto my side as he kept his hand on 


my shoulder, and | pulled my knees up to my chest and hid my face as more tears streamed down my face. 


Without me realizing it, he slowly stood up and made his way to the other side of the bed. Before | could ask 
him what he was doing, he just flashed me a small smile before he climbed in and laid beside me. | wasn't sure 
what it was, but something about him being this close sent an instant calm over me, one that assured me 


that | was safe with him here. 


"Nikki?" | asked. Something had come over me. | didn't know why, but | wanted to be closer to him, somehow. 


Probably something about how human contact was one of the best forms of comfort. 
"Mhm?" he murmured. | shifted so | was a bit closer to him. 


"Can lcan | hold you?" | questioned, my face heating up a bit as | said the words. It wasn't every day someone 


like me said something like that 


He chuckled. "Nobody ever asks me that." he remarked. "I'm too tall” Before | could react, he pulled me close so 
that his arms were around my waist and my head was rested on my chest. "It always has to be the other 


way around." 
For the first time in what seemed like an eternity, | felt the tiniest hint of a real smile brush my face as | 
settled into his arms. Maybe he was right about things going back to the way they had been before this whole 


mess. 


Maybe things would get better in time. 


